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Puck’s Presidential Possibilities. — No. III. 


THE CZAR OUT FOR A JOB. 














7. 


THEY ALL KNEW 


— 7 HEN SOME poor fellow, long ago 
Unfriended and alone, 
Now makics a big success, he's met 
By all the friends he's known. 


And, ere they reach out for his hand,— 
Before they can get to it,— 
Each one cries out, with laughter loud: 
‘*Old man, I said you'd do it!" 
Tom Masson, 
A YOUTHFUL SOLOMON. 

«*Clarence,” said Mr. Callipers, sternly, ‘‘I am going to punish 
you for disobedience. When I gave my consent to your spending 
the day at your grandfather’s, I told you not to leave the place 
without his permission. And yet you ran away and went fishing 
all the afternoon.” 

‘¢ But Grandpa said I might,” answered the lad. 

‘¢Come, come, sir! Your grandfather says you did not even 
mention the subject to him.” 

s¢ Pa —”” 

The lad stood on one foot. 

‘¢ Weill?” 

‘¢ There is an old saying that ‘the child is the father of the 
man,’ is n’t there?” 

ss Yes,” 

‘¢ Well, then, that makes me your father, don’t it? And if I 
am your father, of course I am also your son’s grandfather. Your 
son asked me if he might go fishing, and I told him he might if 
he would be a good boy. He said he would be, and he kept his 
promise, Pa.” 

Here the lad stood on the other foot. : 

«Clarence, my son,” said the fond father, with great feeling; ‘take 
good care of your health, for if you live you ’ll be elected President of ‘the 
United States by the Populist Party.” 
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PREPARED FOR A _ SIEGE. 


EMPLOYER (ox his way to business).— Thunderation, Popford, what are 
you doing here, with that cot-bed, and your arms full of canned food ? 

CLERK.— You told me to collect that bill from Sloughpay, and to stay 
with him till he paid it! 


A TURFITE’S MISTAKE. 


He thought that the colt had a flight of speed, 
And he backed him with secret elation ; 

But he learned ere night it was only a flight 
Of his own imagination. 
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BEST TWO OUT OF THREE. 


NANA GOAT.— This is the third fight your father and your Uncle 
Billy have had over that old gum shoe! 
LirtLE Kip.— Yes; but I see that Papa has won the rubber. 


A LOOK AHEAD. 

First LABOR LEADER.—We must have Inkslinger on 
our committee. 

SECOND LABOR LEADER. 
—— He’s no use in a strike. 

First LABOR LEADER. 
—No; but he ’ll come mighty 
handy when the time arrives 
for writing articles on ‘* Why 
the Strike Failed.” 


A FAIR QUESTION. 
GUIDE (in Washing- 
ton ).— There goes one of the 
most rabid high-tariff protec- 
tionists in Congress. 
VIsIToR.—That so? What 
is he —a Democrat or a Re- 
publican ? 


IN THE INTEREST OF 
HARMONY. 
FIRST POLITICIAN, —Is n’t the 
opposing faction to be recognized in 
the Convention at all? A 
SECOND POLITICIAN.— Certainly ! 
We will allow them to name the minister who opens the proceed- 
ings with prayer. 


TREO 
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SIMPLE OUTLINE. 


NO PERSON ever lives the allotted years of man without wishing 
he had n’t written that letter. 


FOR “CARTOONS AND COMMENTS,” SEE SEVENTH PAGE. 
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PLAYING FOR SAFETY. 


Woo.L.— One of these hunting belts seems to be loaded with blank cartridges. 
VAN PELT.—I forgot to tell you; young Brown has asked to go with us. 





LOBSTER SALAD. ON THE streets a shapely ankle 


Glances to itself doth bring, 
Which at the seashore in the Summer 
Are quite above that sort of thing. 


T IS a joy most rare to hymn your praise, 
Luxuriant dish of pink and green and white! 
You ever fill me with a chaste delight. 
Frescoed with waves of golden mayonnaise, 
My fancy o’er you all unbounded plays 
Until my dreams are more than rosy bright, 
And from the weary earth I take my flight 
To the sweet strains of fairy roundelays. 
Oh, sweet marine! You're ever unto me 
The first of shellfish, and I love to dwell 
«Upon you when you come not from a can. 
You breathe the music of the deep blue sea, 
And I in spirit ride the ocean swell, 
While you regale and clothe my inner man. 


R. K. Munkittrick. 











DRESS AS A HINT. 

Mr. E. CONNOR MISE.— But, my dear, what is the use of 
your getting a yachting suit? Nobody has invited us to go yacht- 
ing. 

Mrs. E. CONNOR MISE. —I know, love. But somebody 
may when they see the suit. 


NOT A GOOD BARGAIN. 

The eyes of the suitor filled with tears. 

«¢ Sir!” he protested; ‘*1 would give my very life for your 
daughter.” i 

Her father started violently. 

‘“*Young man!” he thundered; ‘do I look as if I was easy 
picking in a trade?” 

Before his gaze the youth averted his face, abashed. 


Sr. PETER.— Do you mean to say you brought these beautiful 
flowers for me? 
FEMALE SHADE.— Oh, dear, no! Won’t you please give them 
to the poor murderers you have inside? 
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THE SUFFICIENCY of a word to the wise depends upon who gives it. ALARMED HIM. 
, Re , P DoctTor.— I would advise you to take quinine in all the 
**\WHAT ’S THE old woman crying about?” inquired the handkerchief. whiskey you drink. 
‘«‘Oh!” rejoined the shirt, gleefully; ‘she’s been trying to do O_p PEpPER.— But, Great Scott! Doctor, isn’t quinine 


me up and can’t.” in such quantities, injurious ? 





MY DEAR 


iss CARMELITA BILLINGTON sat in a bent-wood rock- 

ing-chair in an upper room of a great hotel by the 

sea, and cried for a little space, and then for a little 

space dabbed at her hot cheeks and red eyes with 

a handkerchief wet with cologne; and dabbed and 

cried, and dabbed and cried, without seeming to get 

any ‘*forwarder.” The sun and the fresh breeze 

and the smell of the sea came in through her open 

windows, but she heeded them not. She mopped her- 

self with cologne till she felt as if she could never again 

bear to have that honest scent -near her dainty nose; but 

between the mops the tears trickled and trickled and trickled; and she 

was dreadfully afraid that inwardly, into the surprising great big cavity 

that had suddenly found room for itself in her poor little heart, the tears 

would trickle, trickle, trickle forever. It was no use telling herself she had 

done right. When you have done right and wish you had n’t had to, you 

can’t help having a profound contempt for the right. The right is 

respectable, of course, and proper and commendable and — in short, it ’s 

the right; — but, oh, what a nuisance it is!) You can’t help wondering in 

your private mind why the right is so disagreeable and unpleasant and un- 

satisfactory, and the wrong so extremely nice. Of course, it was right to 

refuse Jack Hatterly; but why, why on earth could n’t it just as easily 

have been right to accept him? And the more she thought about it the 

more she doubted whether it was always quite right to do right, and 
whether it was not sometimes entirely wrong not to do wrong. 

No; it was no use telling herself to be a brave girl. She was a brave 
girl, and she knew it. In the face of the heartless world she could bear 
herself as jauntily as if she were heartless, too; but in the privacy of her 
own room, with Mama fast asleep on the verandah below, she could not 
see the slightest use in humbugging herself. She was perfectly miserable, 
and the rest of her reflections might have been summed up in the simple 
phrase of early girlhood, ‘¢ So there!” 

It was no consolation to poor Carmelita’s feelings that her little private 
tragedy was of a most business-like, commonplace, unromantic complexion. 
It only made her more disgusted with herself for having 
made up her mind to do the right thing. She was 
not torn from her chosen love by the hands of cruel 
parents. Her parents had never denied her any- 
thing in her life, and if she had really wanted to 
wed a bankrupt bashaw with three tails and an ele- 
phant’s head, she could have had her will. Nor 
did picturesque poverty have anything to do with 
the situation. She was rich and so was Jack. Nor 
could she rail against a parental code of morality 
too stern for tender hearts. There was not the 
least atom of objection to Jack in any respect. He 
was absolutely as nice as could be —and, unless 
I am greatly misinformed, a good-looking young 
man, deeply in love, can be very nice indeed. 

And yet there was no doubt in Carmelita’s 
mind that it was her plain duty to refuse Jack. To 
marry him would mean to utterly give up and 
throw aside a plan of life, which, from her earliest 
chilhood, she had never imagined to be capable of the 
smallest essential alteration. If a man who had devoted 
his whole mind and soul to the business of manufacturing 
rubber overshoes were suddenly invited to become a salaried poet on a 
popular magazine, he could not regard the proposed change of profession 
as more preposterously impossible than the idea of marriage with Jack Hat- 
terly seemed to Miss Carmelita Billington. 

For Miss Billington occupied a peculiar position. She was the Diana 
of a small but highly prosperous city in the South-West; a city which her 
father had built up in years of enterprising toil. To mention the town of 
Los Brazos to any capitalist in the land was to call up the name of Billing- 
ton, the brilliant speculator who, ruined on the Boston stock-market, went 
to Texas and absolutely created a town which for wealth, beauty and social 
distinction had not its equal in the great South-West. It was colonized 
with college graduates from New York, Boston and Philadelphia; and, in 
Los Brazos, boys who had left cane-rushes and campus choruses scarce ten 
years behind them had fortunes in the hundred thousands, and stood high 
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MRS. BILLINGTON. 


in public places. As the daughter of the founder of Los Brazos, Miss 
Billington’s fortunes were allied, she could not but feel, to the place of her 
birth. There must she marry, there must she continue the social leader- 
ship which her mother was only too ready to lay down. The Mayor of the 
town, the District Attorney, the Supreme Court Judge and the Bishop were 
all among her many suitors; and she liked them all; and six months before 
she had wished, being a natural-born sport, if she was a girl, that they 
would only get together and shake dice to see which of them should have 
her. But then she had n’t come East and met Jack Hatterly. 

She thought of the first day she had seen the Atlantic Ocean and 
Jack, and she wished now that she had never been seized with the fancy to 
gaze on the great water. And yet, what a glorious day that was! How 
grand she had thought the ocean! 

And how grand she had thought 

Jack! And now she had given 

him up forever, that model of 

manly beauty and audacity ; 

Jack with his jokes and 

his deviltries and his ex- 

haustless capacity for ever 

new and original larks. 

Was it absolutely, abso- 

lutely needful? Her poor 

little soul had to answer _ 

itself that it was. To leave “““(~ 

Los Brazos and the great 

house with the cool quiet 

court-yard and the broad verandahs, and to live in crowded, noisy New 

York, where she knew not a soul except Jack —to be separated from 

those two good fairies who lived only to gratify her slightest wish — to 

‘¢go back” on Los Brazos, the pride of the Billingtons — no, it was im- 

possible, impossible! She must stick to her post and make her choice 

between the Mayor and the Judge and the District Attorney and the 

Bishop. But how dull and serious and business-like they all seemed to 

her now that she had known Jack Hatterly, the first man she 
had ever met with a well-developed sense of humor. 

What made it hardest for poor Carmelita was, perhaps, 

that fate had played her cruel pranks ever since the 

terrible moment of her act of renunciation. Thirty-six 

hours before, at the end of the dance in the great 

hotel parlors, Jack had proposed to her. For many 

days she had known what was coming, and what 

her answer must be, and she had given him no 

chance to see her alone. But Jack was Jack, and 

he had made his opportunity for himself, and had 

said his say under cover of the confusion at the 

end of the dance; and she had promised to give 

him his answer later, and she had given it, after a 

sleepless and tearful night; just a line to say that 

it could never, never be, and that he must not ask 

her again. And it had been done in such a com- 

monplace, unromantic way that she hated to think 

of it—the meagre, insufficient little note handed 

to her maid to drop in the common letter-box of 

the hotel, and to lie there among bills and circulars 

and all sorts of silly everyday correspondence, until 

the hotel-clerk should take it out and put it in Jack’s box. She had 

passed through the office a little later, and her heart had sunk within her 

as she saw his morning’s mail waiting for him in its pigeon-hole, and 
thought what the opening of it would bring to him. 

But this was the least of her woe. Later came the fishing trip on the 
crowded cat-boat. She had fondly hoped that he would have the delicacy 
to excuse himself from that party of pleasure; but no, he was there, and 
doing just as she had asked him to, treating her as if nothing had hap- 
pened, which was certainly the most exasperating thing he could have 
done. And then, to crown it all, they had been caught in a storm; and 
had not only been put in serious danger, which Carmelita did not mind at 
all, but had been tossed about until they were sore, and drenched with 
water, and driven into the stuffy little hole that was called a cabin, to choke 
and swelter and bump about in nauseated misery for two mortal hours, 


(Continued on page 58 this number.) 
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UNAPPRECIATED SYMPATHY. 
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my life!” 


a Op Sar bas old man! ‘*T°I] just let him see how sorry I am. “Phwew! I never saw such ingratitude in 


TO THE COMING WOMAN. 


Hh aMtildiddl 
‘Ue OU POOR YOUNG “ae I'm sorry for you. 







i | Do your ears burn, dear, as they ought to do? 
Have you any idea of the shameless way 

In which you ‘re discussed by the world, to-day ? 
Do you shudder sometimes at impending fate, 


As you sit in the future, and wait, and wait ? 





You certainly would, should you chance to hear 
The horrible prospects they give you, dear! 





These feminine faddists! These old young men, 
Who airily wield a decadent pen ! 

They ‘ve settled it all, and you have no choice ; 
You can't even raise a protesting voice! 


Some say that, released from the Ages’ ban, 

You ‘ll sternly reform unregenerate man ; 

And some, that your freedom such harm will do, 
That Man will be forced to regenerate you; 
While some, (quite the worst,) with insistent bawl, 
Declare that you are not a woman at all. 


r. But I, for my part, am inclined to doubt 
HF Oppery~ . a : 
, p A That these sapient scribblers have found you out; 

That you are a sinner, unsexed, a shrew! 
I 've faith in the future; I ‘ve faith in you; 
But, if there Je truth in this hateful hum, 
Take sisterly warning, and don't you come / 

Hilda Johnson. 


LEISURE NECESSARY. 


First WAITER.— Dat party wif de sandy beard mus’ 
hab’ plenty ob time on his hands. 

SECOND WAITER.— Why? 

First WAITER.— He comes he-ah mos’ eb’ry day an’ 
he nebbah tips anybody ! 


GOOD ADVICE. 
WRIGHT (angrily).—The Hundred Years Magazine re- 
turned my poem. Yet you ad- . 
vised me that that was the —~* 
best periodical to send it to. 
DE WILT (calmly). — 
So it is!’ They always re- 1% : 
turn manuscript whether ak ys _ Ww — 
stamps are enclosed or << : 2 
not. 








THE USUAL RESULT. 
BEAVER.—I was out 
calling last night, and my 
- host mixed me a stone 
RY . fence. 
peenintn OTTER.— Huh! You look 
as if you had bumped your 
head against it. 
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‘©AFTER MANY YEARS.” 
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BOUND TO BE ODD. A POUND OF PREVENTION. 


Bo _— = ee ‘ + a , 
— Gromley & 2 queer genius, always trying to outdo SUMMERMAN.—The people in this village must be dreadfully afraid 


somebody. ioe ee 1. re Sn eae aed 
a Te ‘ of being robbed. There 's a man with a gun in every yard all night. 
TRUESDELL.— Yes : ae is riding a bicy cle now. , FARMER Hays.— Waz-al; you see, they air afraid of losing money 
BoLTON.— He is? Well, I'll say this for Grumley: he ’Il never be Three night trains stop at this station, an’ Summer boarders is mighty 


satisfied with one hump; if he can’t be a dromedary he ’ll quit the game. onsartin. 








A MISGUIDED CHAMPION. . 
Mrs. PARKER.—I was surprised to hear your husband say that 

he favors dress reform for women. 
Mrs. BARKER.—He does n’t know what it means. 
In his mind, the idea of reform is always asso- 


ww ciated with reduced appropriations. 


. 
¥ 






COMPENSATION. 


The Summer sun is beaming hot 

As Ezra hoes the acre lot, 

And hies him oft where he has laid 
A jug of cider in the shade. 

Tart, old hard cider, cool and nice, 
With just a lingering tang of spice. 
And does he wish his task were done? 
Not by a jug full! No, my son. 


MATERNAL ANXIETY. 


MOTHER.—I hear such discourag- 
ing reports from college about George’s 
habits ! 
FRIEND.— Is he addicted to — 
MOTHER.— To mathematics! And George would have made such an 
athlete ! 


NO LONGER ASHAMED OF THEM. 
FRIEND.— Why, what are these? 


PUCK. 


FAIR EXCHANGE NO ROBBERY. 
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SECOND THOUGHTS. 


COMPANION. — What shall I read, Madam? 

PATIENT.—- It does n’t matter. Anything. 

COMPANION (glancing over a newspaper ).— *‘ Last evening Patrick 
Mulhooligan —” 

PATIENT. — Please don’t read any reports of crimes. 









THE OTHER WAY ROUND. 


Mrs. SOURSPITE.—When I gave you that 
solemn warning against marrying, I said that 
some day you would regret it. That time 
will come. 

Mrs. NUWED.— The time has come. 
MRS. SOURSPITE (gleefully ).—I thought 
Then you regret your marriage? 

Mrs. NUWED.— Oh, no! I regret the 
warning you gave me. It kept me from 
marrying for nearly a year. 










so! 







WHEN A MAN is weighed in the 
social scale, nowadays, he must 
be heavy enough for the cash balance. 














Miss DE FASHION.— Portraits of my an- 
cestors. 

‘¢T never saw them before.”’ 

‘‘ They have been in the garret.” 

‘¢ And you have just got them out?” 

‘*Yes, Their clothes are in style again.” 


THE CLOSER you get to a great man the 
smaller he looks. 





|F YOU value the friendship of your friend, never 
agree with him when he calls himself a fool. 


‘¢ LAUGH, AND the world laughs with you; 
Weep, and you weep alone,” 














ROUSTER.— 

I wish the (_/ 
Irish could all z 
be driven out of ' 
America. co 





CARSON.— So do 
I; but I would n’t have it done hastily. It is 
a question whether Americans are yet capable of 
self-government. 








THE CYNICISM of some people seems to be 
due to a desire to make bright remarks. 







A JOURNALIST IS a man who owns a paper 
and hires some one else to run it. 







QUR SERVANT was deeply in love, . ; 
Nor could she the secret long keep; 
She ’d sigh and she ’d stare 













Unless it be after the minstrel joke, 
In which novelty there is none. 


ScHNEIDER. — Der oldt voman won’t let me schmoke 
in der house ; so I dakes mein pipes here. 





With preoccupied air, 
And call out «‘ Police!” in her sleep. : 
































Weary Wraccirs.— Mighty close work, but a 


feller like me does n’t git a smoke every day. schmoked. 





ScHNEIDER. — Dot tobacco vas der pest I effer 

















Weary WraGcies.— Easy now, Weary! Easy! 
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Weary Wraccies. —I never takes anyt’ing wid- 


out givin’ somethin’ in return. in dot pipe. 
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ScCHNEIDER.— By Schimminy ! dere must pe a hair 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





WHAT HE WEEKS between this and the coming election are 
CONGRESS good weeks in which to do some hard thinking about 
DID. matters political. While the Fifty-third Congress was 


alive we had no time to think. We were too busy abusing 
it. Now it has become history, and it is timely and desirable to look 
back over the session, and to determine just how much of our abuse was 
deserved and: how much was thoughtless indulgence in a popular fad. This 
look back is necessary if we would see the work of the session in a clear 
light. We fell into the habit of reviling Congress every time we had any 
spare breath. The result is that too many of us have hazy notions about 
the achievements that were a credit to it. We do not intend to spread a 
love feast here. For those Senators who proved false to their party we 
have only expressions of disrespect such as we have already lavished upon 
them. But, considering all things, we are disposed to believe that the 
Fifty-third Congress will be spoken of with a goodly measure of praise by 
those who come to write its history. The Gormans who were its disgrace, 
and the Hills who tried to be, will then have been forgotten. It will have 
to be given credit for a persistent and conscientious effort to keep its 
promises to the people, an effort maintained in spite of the most determined 
and unscrupulous opposition from an enemy that had grown strong with 
thirty years of rule. The actual, tangible results are gratifying, not only 


in themselves but in their promises. 
¥ 
* * 


Not the least important of the acts of the Fifty-third Congress was the 
repeal of the Federal election laws. Such repeal had been promised in 
the Democratic platform, and the promise was made good promptly and 
cheerfully. Doubtless the Democratic party would have made but little 
capital out of this repeal had not Senator Lodge’s Force Bill been pushed 
so vigorously. That bill was so odious to every man who knows what per- 
sonal liberty is, that the Democratic party won many voters to its ranks by 
the clear stand it took for the abolition of all laws permitting Federal inter- 
ference with elections. In this it had the sympathy of every voter except 
the politician who will not learn that the civil war is ended and that the 
sectional issue is moth-eaten. There was a Democratic promise well kept. 

* 


* + 

In the repeal of the Sherman silver law and in the passage of a tariff 
bill, came the real fight between the two parties. There was no sectional- 
ism in that fight. It was plain Democracy against plain Republicanism. 
On the one side was the pretension that it is the duty of the Government 
to make certain classes rich; on the other, that no favoritism can fairly 
be shown; that all must have equal opportunity. The Sherman bill became 
a law in July, 1890. By the Summer of*1893 it had not only placed the 
nation’s credit in grave danger, but it had brought ruin to thousands of 
firms and individuals. This law was repealed in answer to the unmistak- 
able demand of the people, after a bitter contest, it is true, in which more 
than one Democrat showed that he had traded his patriotism for mining 
stock. The law was passed exclusively by Republican votes. It brought 
about a panic. It was repealed by a Democratic Congress called in extra 
session for that purpose. Confidence in the honesty of our money was 
restored and prosperity gradually recovered. That was another promise 
kept of which the Democratic party may well be proud. 


* 
* 


+ 

The thorough airing which the silver question received was of especial 
value to the people, in that it gave them an object lesson in the working 
of the protective idea. If it is right to protect the products of Mr. 
Carnegie and his fellow manufacturers, it must be right to protect every 
product of every man, and, of course, the silver of western miners. It 
had been shown that it was neither wise nor right to protect silver, and it 
required no supernatural reasoning power to discover that it could not be 
right to protect anything else. This bit of logic was rubbed deeper into 
the minds of the people every day that Congress convened. And now, as 
a third Democratic promise kept, we have a tariff bill which reduces the 
cost of living and which has already given new life to manufactures and 


general trade. 
” 
* * 


To those Democrats who are quarreling with their party because it 
has not yet achieved the full measure of tariff reform it believes in, we 
wish to point out that it is not practicable to reorganize the industrial 
system of a great nation in two years. There are Republicans to fight, 
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and Democrats who are protectionists because it pays them; and, worst of 
all, weak-kneed Democrats who disbelieve in Protection, and who are 
ready to abolish it — in all but their own districts. But the first battle has 
been won, and the others will come easy. We have faced toward Free 
Trade, ard our march to it will be as irresistible as was that of England 
after its first blow at Protection in 1842. The Briton is notoriously slow 
and conservative. It took him something like twenty-seven years to 
entirely root out Protection. We Americans ought to accomplish this 
reform in quicker time than that, but not in two years or four. The 
Democratic party has done remarkable work in two years, however. It 
has passed as radical a reform bill as could possibly have been passed, and 
it has shown the people that the protection they need is ‘* protection from 
protected manufacturers.” The heat of the fight is over. From this on 
Protection will die a slow but sure death. It is high time now to stop 
foolish criticism of the Fifty-third Congress, and to remember what it did, 
rather than what it left undone. Let us also keep in mind that the 
Democratic party still stands on its platform of 1892, which declared Pro- 
tection to be a fraud, and that it is going to fight it out on that line. 


WOMAN’S WAY. 
‘¢Can you not read my thoughts?” 
They were near the cold, gray ocean with its eternal pulsations. 
His ardent glance rested upon her glorious face. 
«¢No,” she answered, quietly; ‘‘1 do not care for light reading.” 
A bittern rose near them, emitting a loud shriek as it took wing. 


THE PUBLIC’S VIEW. 
REPORTER.— Do you consider suicide wicked? 
PHILOSOPHER.— Was it the editor of your paper who started that 
idiotic discussion? 
«¢ Y-e-s,” 
‘‘ Well, I should n’t like to say anything to discourage him.” 


JASPAR.— Rev. Simon Magnus is always up to date. 
JUMPUPPE.— What is his latest freak ? 
JASPAR.— He has an attendant turn on a calcium light while he is 
pronouncing the benediction. 


SHE Was a dear girl of nineteen ; 
She became, ere long she had been 
By the sounding sea’s shore, 
The girl of one more, 
Which made the sum twenty, I ween. 
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STRATEGY. 


Mrs. JONES.— Why are you setting the alarm for half-past two? You 
surely don't want to get up at that time? 

Jones.—No; I'd like to go to sleep at that time. When the baby 
hears that, he may think it 's time for him to turn in, 
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with the spray driving in through the gaping hatches; a dozen of them in 
all, packed together in there in the ill-smelling darkness. And so it was no 
wonder that, after a second night of utter misery, Miss Carmelita Billington 
felt so low in her nerves that she was quite unable to withhold her tears as 
she sat alone and thought of what lay behind her and before her. 

She had been sitting alone a long time when she heard her mother 
come up the stairs and enter her own room. Mrs. Billington was as stout 
as she was good-natured, and her step was not that of a light-weight. An 
irresistible desire came to the girl to go to her and pour out her grief, with 

her head pillowed on that broad and kindly bosom. 

} She started up and hurried into the little 
; parlor that separated her room from her 
| a 7% mother’s. As she entered the room 
; at one door, Mr. Jack Hatterly 

entered through the door open- 
inge into the corridor. Then 
Carmelita lost her breath 

in wonderment, anger and 

\ dismay, for Mr. Jack 

Hatterly put his arm 
“around her waist, kissed 
her in a somewhat casual 
J manner, and then the 

door of her mother’s room 

opened and her mother ap- 
peared ; and instead of rebuk- 
ing such extraordinary con- 
duct, assisted Mr. Hatterly in 
gently thrusting her into the 
chamber of the elder lady with the 
kind of caressing but steering push with 
which a child is dismissed when grown-ups wish to talk privately. 

‘Stay in there, my dear, for the present; Mr. Hatterly and I have 
something to say to each other. I will call you later.” 

And before Carmelita fairly knew what had happened to her, she 
found herself on the other side of the door, wondering exactly where in- 
sanity had broken out in the Billington family. 

It took the astonished Miss Billington a couple of seconds to pull her- 
self together, and then she seized the handle of the door with the full 
intention of walking indignantly into the parlor and demanding an explana- 
tion. But she had hardly got the door open by the merest crack when the 
discourse ot Mr. John Hatterly paralyzed her as thoroughly as had his 
previous actions. 

‘¢ My dear Mrs. Billington,” he was saying, in what Carmelita always 
called his ‘ florid” voice, ‘*I thoroughly understand your position, and I 
know the nature of the ties that bind Carmelita to her father’s home. Had 
1 known of them earlier, I might have avoided an association that could 
only have one ending for me. But it is not for myself that I speak now. 
Perhaps i have been unwise, and even wrong; but what is done is done, 
and I know now that she loves me as she could love no other man.” 

‘¢ Good gracious!” said Carmelita to herself, behind the door; ‘* how 
does he know that?” 

‘¢Is it not possible, Mr. Hatterly, that there is some misunderstand- 
ing?” asked Mrs. Billington. 

‘*My dear Mrs. Billington,” said Jack, impressively; ‘there is no 
possible misunderstanding. She told me so herself.” 

Carmelita opened her eyes and her mouth, and stood as one petrified. 

«« Well, if | ever —!” was all that she whispered to herself, in the 
obscurity of her mother’s room.- She had addressed just seven words to 
Jack Hatterly on the fishing trip, and five of these were ‘‘ Apple-pie, if 
you please;” and the other two, uttered later, 
were ‘* Not very.” 

‘*But, Mr. Hatterly,” persisted Mrs. 
Billington, ‘*when did you receive this 
assurance of my daughter’s feelings? 
You tell me that you spoke to her 
on this subject only the night be- 
fore last, and I am sure she has : 
hardly been out of my sight since.” f 

*¢ Yesterday,” said Jack, in 
his calmest and most assured tone, 
‘¢on the boat, coming home, dur- 
ing the squall.”’ Som 

Miss BILLINGTON (behind the == 
door, aside), — ‘*The shameless 
wretch! Why, he does n’t seem even 
to know that he’s lying!” 

‘¢ But, Mr. Hatterly,” exclaimed Mrs. Billington; ‘during the squall 
we were all in the cabin, and you were outside, steering.” 

«¢ Certainly,” said Jack. 

«« Then — excuse me, Mr. Hatterly—— but how could my daughter 
have conveyed any such intelligence to you?” 

Miss BILLINGTON (as before ).— What zs the man going to say now? 
He must be perfectly crazy. 

Mr. Hatterly was calm and imperturbed. 








58 PUCK. 


‘¢ My dear Mrs. Billington,” he responded, ‘‘ you may or may not 

have observed a small heart-shaped aperture in each door or hatch of the 
cabin, exactly opposite the steersman’s seat. It was through one of these 
apertures that your daughter communicated with me. Very appropriate 
shape, I must say, although their purpose is simply that of ventilation.” 
‘It was very little ventilation we had in that awful place, Mr. Hat- 
” interjected Mrs. Billington, remembering those hours of horror. 
‘¢ Very little, indeed, my dear Mrs. Billington,” replied Mr. Hatterly, 
in an apologetic tone; ‘‘and I am afraid your daughter and I between us 
were responsible for some of your discomfort. She had her hand through 
the port ventilator about half the time.” 

Miss BILLINGTON, (as before). — ‘*1 wonder the man isn’t struck 
dead, sitting there! Of all the wicked, heartless falsehoods I ever 
heard —!” 

‘¢And may I ask, Mr. Hatterly,” inquired Mrs. Billington, ‘‘ what 
my daughter’s hand was doing through the ventilator?” 

‘¢ Pressing mine, God bless her!” responded Mr. Hatterly, unabashed. 

MIss BILLINGTON, (as before, but conscious of a sudden hideous chill). 
—¥‘‘ Good heavens! .the man can’t be lying; he’s simply mistaken.” 

«¢T see, my dear Mrs. Billington,” said Mr. Hatterly, ‘¢that I shall 
have to be perfectly frank with you. Such passages are not often repeated, 
especially to a parent; but under the circumstances | think you will admit 
that I have no other guarantee of my good faith to give you. I have no 
doubt that if you were to ask your daughter at this minute about her 
feelings, she would deem it her duty to sacrifice her affection to the duty 
that she thinks is laid out for her in a distant life. Did I fee] that she 
could ever have any happiness in following that path, believe me, I should 
be the last to try to win her from it, no matter what might be my own 
loneliness and misery. But after what she confided to me in that awful 
hour of peril, where, in the presence of imminent death, it was impossible 
for her to conceal or repress the deepest feelings of her heart, 1 should be 
doing an injustice»to her as well as to-myself, and even to you, my dear 
Mrs. Billington — for I know how sincerely you wish your daughter’s best 
happiness — if I were to let any false delicacy keep me from telling you 
what she said to me.” Jack Hatterly could talk when he got going. 

Miss BILLINGTON (as before, but hot, not cold ).—** Now, 1 am going 
to know which one of those girls was talking to him, if to know | have to 
stay here all day.” : 

It was with a quavering voice that 
Mrs. Billington said: 

‘*Under the circumstances, Mr. 
Hatterly, I think you might tell me all 
she said — all — all —” 

Here Mrs. Billington drew herself 
up and spoke with a certain dignity. 
‘¢] should explain to you, Mr. Hat- 
terly, that during the return trip | 
was not feeling entirely well my- 
self, and I probably was not as 
observant as I should have ‘ 
been under other circum- —= 
stances.” 

Miss BILLINGTON (as before, 
refiectively ).—‘* Poor Ma! She was 
so sick that she went to sleep with her head on my feet. I believe it was 
that Peterson girl who was nearest the port ventilator.” 

Mr. Hatterly’s tone was effusively grateful. ‘+1 knew that I could rely 
upon your clear sense, my dear Mrs. Billington,” he said, ‘‘ as well as upon 
your kindness of heart. Very well, then, the first thing I knew as I sat 
there alone steering, almost blinded by the spray, Carmelita slipped her 
hand through the ventilator and caught mine in a pressure that went to 
my heart.” 

Miss BILLINGTON (as before, but without stopping to reflect).—“«\f I 
find out the girl that did that —” 

Mr. Hatterly went on with warm gratitude in his voice: «* And let me 
add, my dear Mrs. Billington, that every single time I luffed, that dear 
little hand came out and touched mine, to inspire me with strength and 
confidence.”’ 

MISS BILLINGTON (as before, with decision ),—**1ll cut her hand off!” 

‘¢ And in the lulls of the storm,” Mr. Hatterly continued his recital, 
‘¢she said to me what nothing but the extremity of the occasion would 
induce me to repeat, my dear Mrs. Billington; ‘Jack,’ she said, ‘I am 
yours, I am all yours, and yours forever.’ ” 

Miss BILLINGTON (as before, but more so).—*+ That was n’t the Peter- 
son girl, That was Mamie Jackson, for I have known of her saying it 
twice before.” 

Mrs. Billington leaned back in her chair, and fanned herself with her 
handkerchief. 

‘“¢Oh, Mr. Hatterly! she cried. 

Mr. Hatterly leaned forward and captured one of Mrs. Billington’s 
hands, while she covered her eyes with the other. 

*¢Call me Jack,” he said. 

‘¢1 —1’m afraid I shall have to,” sobbed Mrs. Billington. 

Miss BILLINGTON (as before, grimly ).—** Mamie Jackson’s mother 
won’t; I know ¢haz.” 
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A STARTLING SIMILARITY. 


SENIOR PARTNER (returning from vacation). — Who brought 
dot ting in our store? Take it oud, right avay! 

JUNIOR PARTNER.—Vot's der matter? Dot's a new patent 
vater cooler I bought last veek. 

SENIOR PARTNER (much relieved).—Oh!—dot’s different. — 
I thought it vas a fire egstinguisher! 





‘¢And then,” Mr. Hatterly continued, ‘¢she said to me, ‘ Jack, I am 
glad of this fate. I can speak now as I never could have spoken before.’ ” 
MIss BILLINGTON (as before, but highly charged with electricity). 
—‘‘ Now I want to know what she did say 

when she spoke.” 

Mr. Hatterly’s clear and fluent voice 
continued to report the interesting con- 
versation, while Mrs. Billington sobbed 
softly, and permitted her kind old hand 
to be fondled. 

‘¢« Jack,’ she said,” Mr. Hatterly 
went on, ‘‘ ‘life might have sepa- 
rated us, but death unites us.’ ” 

Miss BILLINGTON (as before, 
\ but with clenched hands and set 
lips ).—*‘‘ That is neither one of 
those girls. They have n’t got the 
, sand. Whoever it is, that settles 
it.” She flung open the door and swept into the room. 

‘«Jack,” she said, ‘if I did talk any such ridiculous, absurd, 
contemptible, utterly despicable nonsense, I don’t choose to have it 
repeated. Mama, dear, you know we cam see a great deal of each 
other if you can only make Papa come and spend the Summer 
here by the sea, and we go down to Los Brazos for part of the 
Winter.” 





+ 


That evening Miss Carmelita Billington asked her Spanish 
maid if she had dropped the letter addressed to Mr. Hatterly in 
the letter box. The Spanish maid went through a pleasing dra- 
matic performance, in which she first assured her mistress that 
she had, then became aware of a sudden doubt, hunted through 
six or eight pockets which were not in her dress, and then pro- 
duced the crumpled envelope unopened. She begged ten thou- 
sand pardons; she cursed herself and the day she was born, and 
her incapable memory; 2nd expressed a willingness to drown her- 
self, which might have been more terrifying had she ever before dis- 
played any willingness to enter into intimate relations with water. 

Miss Billington treated her with unusual indulgence. 

“It ’s all right, Concha,” she said; ‘it did n’t matter in the 
least, only Mr. Hatterly told me that he had never received it, and so I 
thought I’d ask you.” 

Then, as the girl was leaving the room, Carmelita called her back, 
moved by a sudden impulse. 

‘*Oh, Concha!” she said; ** you wanted one of those shell breast- 
pins, did n’t you? Here, take this and buy yourself one!” and she held 


out a dollar bill. 
. 


When she reached her own room, Concha put the dollar bill 
in a gayly-painted little box on top of a new five-dollar bill, and hid 
them both under her prayer-book. 

‘¢Women,” she said, in her simple Spanish way; ‘*‘ women 
are pigs. The gentleman, he gives me five dollars, only 
that I put the letter in my pocket; the lady, she gets 
the gentleman, and she gives me one dollar, and I 
hasten out of the room that she shall not take it back. 
Women — women are pigs!” 


AN OPENING. 


Tom DE Witt, — Jack Montague has become 
totally blind. 

REGGY WESTEND.— Poor old chap! 
he do now? 

Tom DE WITt.— He thinks of tak- —= 
ing a position as motor-man on a 
trolley car. 


What will 





A LIFE WORK. 

The farmer gazed proud- , 
ly at his book. It represent- \ 
ed the work of a life time. \ 
‘‘There is a great deal of \ 
interest in it,” he said. He 
had not written it for fame, 

but he knew his children and 
his children’s children would gaze 
reverently upon its pages long after 
he was dust. It was not the memoirs 
of an uneventful life. Its title was on its 
cover: ‘*John Hays in acc’t with Barnes’ 
Corners Savings Bank.” And every penny 
honest, was his thought. No; he had never taken 
in Suinmer boarders. 


THE DEPTH OF SMALLNESS. 
‘¢Did you meet Jimpson?” 
+s Yes.” 
‘¢ Like him?” 
‘*No; he’s nothing more than a bird’s-eye view of a man.” 


THE LINES that Time traces on her brow are the lines that a woman 
never cares to read between. 
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HIS AMBITION. 


VISITING PASTOR.— What would you like to be when you grow up? 
Host's SMALL Boy.—I 'd like to be a preacher. 

‘* Would you really ?”’ = 

“Yes, sir. I'm awful fond of good eatin’.” 


















A SUGGESTION 
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TO PROFESSIONAL ACROBATS. 


How Tuey CAN App A NEw FEATURE OF INTEREST TO THEIR PERFORMANCES, WITH THE AID OF THE ALPHABET, AND A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE OF SPELLING. 










THE UNFETTERED PRESS. 


ow, Mr. Pensmith,” said the able editor, addressing his 
newly-engaged assistant, ‘‘ you will make your leaders 

») pithy, forcible; and, above all things, timely. When 

© you have occasion to strike, deal stunning blows 
straight from the shoulder. There must be no minc- 
ing matters, sir; no compromising with evil ; no palli- 
ation of abuses, you understand.” 

‘¢ Exactly, sir,” was the reply; ‘I intend, first, to ex- 
pose the corruption existing in the municipal government. 
I propose to show up the rotten —” 

“Ah—yes! But,—er—er—we do the city printing, and 
— well, you see —” 

‘*‘H’m! It is also my intention to touch upon the laxity of our 
divorce laws, and the manner —” 

‘«¢ Well, — er — er— Colonel Corker, the uncle of the young 
man who recently eloped with his sister-in-law, and is now 
suing for divorce on the grounds of emotional insanity, 
owns stock in this paper, and— you know—” 

‘«‘Fr—ah! Isee! Well, then, a triumphant 
outburst about the present prosperity of our city 
and the glorious prospects for future —” 

‘«*Old Hunks, who owns this building, 
would raise the rent at once.” 

‘«*H’m! Let me see! In to-morrow’s issue 
I will dwell at considerable length on the futil- 
ity of attempting to make a silk purse out of a 
sow’s ear; upon the following day, prove be- 
yond controversy that the Prophet Elijah was 
stuck on himself; and on Thursday I ’ll draw 
a melancholy picture of the awful loneliness of 
the last white rhinoceros in Central Africa.” 

‘*By Jove, Mr. Pensmith! Just follow out 
that line, let the chips fall where they may, and 
I il double your salary next month.” 

Tom P. Morgan. 


A NATURAL QUESTION. 
‘‘What kind of a dog is that, Papa?” asked Willy, as he 
observed the big animal chasing his own tail. 
‘¢ That is a watch-dog, I*think,” said the knowledgeable parent. 
‘¢Is he winding himself up so’s he ’ll go?” asked Willy. 






UNFOLDING THE MYSTERIES. 


Hupson.— At the next meeting of the lodge you will be let into 
another important secret of the order. 

JupDson. — Yes? 

Hupson.— Yes; they will explain how they got you home Tuesday 
night. 
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WANTED THEM RIGHT. 


MRs. KIDDER (getting him his first trousers). —There, Aubrey! there 's 
a nice pair of trousers for Mama's boy! 

MAMA'S Boy (contemptuously). — Humph! 
me. They have n't got a pistol pocket. 


All the fellers ‘ud laugh at 























THE CELEBRATED 


SOHMER 


Pianos are the Best. 
Warerooms: 149—155 E. 14th St., New York. 


Caution.—The buying public will please not con- 
found the SoHmER Piano with one of a similarly 
sounding name of cheap grade. Our name spells — 


§-0-H-M-E -R. 
iq «6A Rarebit 


is more delicious 
and easily digested 
if made with 


Evans’ Ale 


and washed down 
with the same 
sparkling fluid. 
No False Ferments. 
No Harmful Acidity. 
No Cloud of Sediment. 


Bottled at the Brewery by special 
process, and always uniform. 


There is no other Ale “‘ just as good 


as Evans’. 


C. H. Evans & Sons, 
Hudson, N.Y. 
The Blue 
and Black 
SERGES 


that we offer at 
$20.00 and $25.00, 



























Sor Suits to Measure, 
are composed of Pure 
Yarn — wool dyed — 
guaranteed fast color. 
We have them in the 


lightand heavy twills, 


with them in weight, 
durability and genteel 
wear. 





145 & 147 Z 771 Broadway, 
Bowery, nth N. W. Cor. 
New York. 


») Gale Ninth Street. 


EQUAL IN APPEARANCE 10 A BOLID GOLD WATCR. 
i A fine 14k gold pla- 
ted watch to every 
reader of this paper. 
Cut this out and send it to us with 
your full name and address, and we 
¢s willsend you one of these elegant, 
** richly jeweled, gold finished watches 
€ by express for examination, and if 
you think it is equal in appearance to 
any $25.00 goldwatch pay our sample 
price, $3.50, and itis yours. Wesend 
with the watch our guarantee that 
you can return it at any time within 
mee one year if not satisfactory, and if 
you sell or cause the sale of six we 
aa will give you One Free, Write at 
once, as we shall rend out samples 
for 60 davs only. Address 
THE NATIONAL M'F’C 
& IMPORTING CO., 
Dearbern St.. Chicago. IL 





UNDER the curious name of ‘‘ The Wasp" a 





novel has just been published. It must have a 
bad ending.—Burlington Hawkeye. 


Zigzag 
Tales. 


From the East to the West. 


By H. L. Wilson. 


lilustrated by C. J. Taylor. 
In Cloth, $1.00. In Paper, 50c. 


For sale by all Booksellers. By mail on receipt of 
Price, from the publishers. Address: Puck, N. Y. 




















Nothing to compare | 











‘“WHAT does Dr. 
Slimpurse say pro- 
duced this case of ap- 
pendicitis ? "’ 

‘* Lack of work.” 

‘*What! Why, the 
man never has an idle 
day.” 

‘*Oh, no; but Slim- 
purse has.” 

—Inter Ocean. 





A TEST. 

Jicsy McDurr.— Is hea tough nut? 

SLOB MCTERRIGAN,—Tough? Wy, 
if he wus to be run over be a trolley car 
it would n’t knock de ashes off de end 
of his cigarette.—Brooklyn Eagle. 

The use of BOKER's BITTERS excites the ap- 
petite, cures dyspepsia, and prevents colic. 





‘**DOAN lose sight 
ob de fuchah too 
much,” said Uncle 
Eben. ‘‘ De man dat 
grabs de bigges’ piece 
ob watah million ain’ 
likely ter be de one dat 
gits de mos’ invita- 
tions ter jine in when 
anuddah one 's bein’ 
cut.—Washington Star. 


gives vigor! 


Served at all Fountains and Buffets. 


Sold in bottles by Druggists and Fancy Grocers. 


Armour & Company, Chicagce. 
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INDOLENT, BUT EFFECTIVE. 







































































WARNED IN TIME. 


WILLY SLIMSON.— 
Mama sent all her sil- 
ver to the safe deposit 
vaults to-day. 

Mrs. TWILLiING.— 
What did she do that 
for, Willy ? 

WILLyY.— She heard 
you were going to give 
a swell dinner. 

—Detroit Free Press. 


FARMER'S WIFE.— 
Here's another letter 
from John, but I can't 
make head nor tail 
of it. 

FARMER. — What's 
the matter with it ? 

‘*Why, I can’t tell 
what he means. He 
always writes so you 
can get no sense —" 

‘“‘Kind o' cur’ous 
fur John's writ nigh 
onto every platform 
the party ‘s adopted 
for ten years. They 
allus want John! "’— 
Clevel'd Plain Dealer. 


Coox’s Imperiat. World’s Fair ‘“‘ highest award, 
excellent champagne ; good effervescence, agreeable bou- 


quet, delicious flavor.” 















rere a> Milk 
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To prevent any disorders of the stomach dur- 
ing the heated term, or as an appetizer, use 
BOKER's BITTERS. 








HARD TIMES. 
‘*T don't know when 


times have been so 
hard," he said com- 
plainingly. 


‘‘They have been 
generally felt.” 

‘‘] should say so. 
The doctor says that 
even my blood is im- 
poverished."’ — Wash- 
ington Star. 


Not WHAT HE WAS 
LOOKING For. 


‘‘Is there any au- | 
thors’ club in this | 
town?"’ asked the | 


| young man. 


‘‘ There is," replied 


| the editor. ‘Bill, 
| hand me that pine | 
sapling!"’ — Atlanta 


Constitution. 


Ir is seldom that a 
man with a big in- 


| come is ever persecu- 


ted for righteousness’ 


| sake.—Ram's Horn. 
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| given than any other make. 











| Don’t take chances. 


There is but one 


BROMO SODA 


' and that’s the one you want for || 








headache, brainwork, nervous debil- 
| ity and indigestion. 

| Everybody sells it. Made by W. R. Warner & 
Co., Philadelphia and New York. | 


— _ —4 


Victor Sporting Goods. 





WE [Manufacture the best line of Sporting 

Goods ever offered, and at prices lower than 
heretofore charged. We have the best facilities and 
warrant every article. 


Our Promise to Athletes: 


++s-1f our trade-mark is found on an article it will 





be as good as it is possible to make it. 


OVERMAN WHEEL CO. 
Makers of Victor Bicycles. 


BOSTCN PHILADELPHIA DETROIT 
NEW YORK CHICAGO DENVER 
PACIFIC COAST: 

SAN FRANCISCO LOS ANGELES PORTLAND 


When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria. 
When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria. 
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria. 
When she had Children, she gave them Castoria. 


W. ® Douc AS 
93 SHOE 1s CLAS 


NO SQUEAKING 


$5. CORDOVAN, 

sy ee ENAMELLED CALF. 

94.°359 FINE CALF& KANGAROO 

$ oe onie SOLES. 
50 $2. WORKING 

Be TRA FINE. ENS 

$2. Us  BovsScH SHOES. 

. IES- 

sgscte ti 75 
$52 Best DONGOL, 
» SEND FOR CATALOGUE 
WL DOUGLAS, 
BROCKTON, MASS. 
You can save money by wearing W. L. 
uglas Shoes. 

Because, we are the largest manufacturers of 
this grade of shoes in the world, and guarantee the 
value by stamping the name and price omthe bottom, 
which protects you against high prices and the mid- 
dleman’s profits. Our shoes equal custom work in 
style, easy fitting and wearing qualities. .@Ve have 
them sold everywhere at lower prices for the value 
Take no substitute. If 
your dealer cannot supply you, we can. 















ry 
and Hend Noises VESS using 
Wilson’s Common-Sense 


y rums. 

New scientific invention, entirely dif- 
ferent in construction from all other 
devices, Assist the deaf when all other 
devices fail, and where medical skill 
has given no relief. Safe, comfortable, 
invisibis, have no wire or string attach- 
ment. Write for Pamphiet. 

WILSON KAR DRUM CO, 
Mention Puck. LOUISVILLE, Ky. 


THE DrvuM IN Position. 





| DEAFNESS. 2.240, Noises cypen 


u 
“ he: At a 
@uly by F. Hiscox, 858 B’way, NX. Write for tock ot breoteF REE 


Morphine Habit Cured in 10 
U to 20 days. No till cured, 
Da.J. STEPHENS, Lebanon, Ohio. 








RENE SPREE OT gs mee Ee 











@ @| THE POPULAR FRENCH TONIC /@@ 


FORTIFIES 
Sr URES Body and 
IMULATES ° 

rerresnes| Brain 


indorsed by eminent Physicians everywhere. 


SOLD BY AND 


Sent Fr@@, aibum 75 portraits 
and AUTOGRAPHS of Celebrities. 


@j MARIANI & CO., 59 West 15th St., New Yorx. 1@ 
mm | 




















WHAT IS MORE 


Attractive than a pretty face with a fresh, bright 
complexion? For it use Pozzoni’s Powder. 














DEAFNESS THE EAR VAPORATOR 


surely cures deafness from catarrh, scarlet 

RED fever, and gatherings in the head. Satisfaction 
guaranteed or money refunded. Made of Gold 

Circulars free. EAR VAPORATOR CO., 155 LaSalle-st.,Chicago 


A MISTAKE, SURELY. 

O’Ki1EF.—What ’s funny in the letter 
you ’re reading? 

McELL.— It’s from the proprietor of 
a temperance hotel in Ocean Grove. I 
applied to him for board, and he says: 
‘<I’m sorry, sir, but we’re all full.”— 
Brooklyn Eagle. 

THE GROWING POPULARITY. 

There are so many brands of Ale on the 
market that one’s choice is often governed by 
prejudice rather than by a discriminating judge- 
ment. 

The growing demand for Evans’ India Pale 
is perhaps due, to some extent, to the fact that 
the medical profession prescribe it in preference 
to others on account of its uniform quality and 
freedom from harmful acidity and false ferments. 

Evans’ Cream Ale has long been the most 
popular brand at the old-time chop houses. 











A Way To GET EVEN. 


WATERSON.—Don’t you think it’s 
quite the right thing to keep liquor 
dealers out of our society ? 

BEERSON.—I don’t know about that. 
Supposing the liquor dealers should re- 
taliate by keeping us out of their 
saloons?— South Boston News. 


MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE MRS. WINSLOW'S 
SOOTHING SYRUP for children teething. It soothes 
the child, softens the gums, alluys all pain, cures wind 
colic and diarrhcea. 26 cents a bottle. 





(6) And left me worried and perplexed 
With but a memory’s memory vexed. 


(7) Gracious / this will drive me mad ! 
Had ever a man such a mem'ry bad? 





The genuine Angostura Bitters cure indigestion and 
restore the appetite. Every druggist keeps them. Dr. 
J. G. B. Siegert & Sons, sole manufacturers. 





Our financiers should experience no difficulty 
in floating the stock of a new company if it is 
well watered.— Truth. 


Puck's LiBRARY for September is entitled 
very appropriately ‘‘ In the Swim,”’ and is filled 
with Puck's Best Things About The People 
‘‘In It." Thirty pages, of concentrated fun in 
picture and paragraph make this publication 
one of the most attractive ever offered, as 
Artemus Ward used to say, ‘‘ to a discriminating 
public." — Detroit Free Press. 





Sige THOUGHTS THAT THE NIGHT. d soeecsescecose : secccscscesccccesesesecessasesessscssescsscsssess: Seeees - 
: | Don’t pay money for water! 


A Solid Extract of Beef is more Econ- 
omical than a liquid, because concen- 
trated, and housekeepers will find it 
much cheaper to 

BUY 


Liebig COMPANY’S 
Extract of Beef, 


a solid, concentrated extract, free from 
fat and gelatine or any foreign sub- 
stance and dissolve it themselves. 


The genuine has this 
: signature on the jar, 
4 in blue :— 














“Don’t Tobacco Spit or Smoke Your Life Away.” 
The truthful, startling title of a book about No-to- 

| bac, the only harmless guaranteed tobacco - habit 

| cure. If you want to quit and can’t, use “ No-to- 

(1) Last night a bright thought came to me. (2) It redily has escaped me quite, bac.” Braces up nicotinized n rves, eliminates nico- 


What was it? Um, ah! let me see! But I know that it was something bright. tine poisons, makes weak men gain strength, weight 
and vigor. Positive cure or money refunded. Sold 
by Book at druggist, or mailed free. Address The 
Sterling Remedy Co., Chicago office, 45 Rundolph St.; 
New York, 10 Spruce St. 


Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.60 for 
a superb box of candy by ex- 
press, prepaid, east of Denver 
or west of New York. Suitable 
for presents. Sample orders 


solicited. Address, 
C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
212 State St. Chicago. 











‘‘STRANGE,” sighed the ancient 
maiden, ‘‘ that our Savior should have 
selected Peter and Andrew, instead of 
two women —” 

‘¢ What is strange about it?” 

‘¢Oh, the purpose !” 

¢¢ Er — what was it?” 

(3) Confound it! Has my memory gone (4) Now, really, I should keep in bed ‘Said he: ‘I will make you fishers 

Clean from me? Yet I wi// think on! Note-book and pencil ‘neath my head. of men.’ ” — Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


“ Our Italy” You can go to 


REACHED VIA ALIFORNIA IN 6 22 


ssi HOURS 


PACIFIC From Council Bluffs and Omaha, and enjoy the 


“WINTER OF OUR CONTENT.” 











ree . - 
T is not the first time I could name Xo, SEND FOR ‘‘ SIGHTS AND SCENES IN CALIFORNIA.” 
A night thought went when morning came 


The Clubman E. DICKINSON, E. L. LOMAX, 


cures his aching head General Manager. Gen. Pass. and Tickét Agent. 
By taking ‘ere he leaves his bed OMAHA, NEB 


Bromo-Seltzer. PUCK’S PAINTING-BOOK 50 Cents. 























Puck's publishers have been making a Howarth Book, and it cannot 
fail to outsell any quarter comic they have published. Howarth is a jewel, 
and well deserves the distinction of having a book all to himself. 

— S. F. Book and News Dealer. 
Amusement for an idle hour will be found in PuCK's DOMESTIC COMEDIES. 
There are several good laughs on every page.— Syracuse Herald. 


* ” (8) But now, at last, a faint light gleams 
Pp ul C k ~ ; Across the brain, it seems, it seems — 
1) { 


Pictures in Colors and Black-and-white, by F. M. Howarth, is uniform in ; , 
size with PICKINGS FROM PUCK, and its beautifully ‘//uminated cover opens E (9) Aha! Aha! That's how! that 's how! 
the way to fifty-six pages of first-class entertainment, — the unique brand of . Eureka! And I have it now/ 
entertainment for which Mr. Howarth has become famous. The COMEDIES ; : 
have been carefully chosen from this artist's work in Puck. Besides the “ _ How quick some people backslide when their 
single comics and the series in black-and-white, there are eight full-page income is doubled.—Ram's Horn. 

series in color. Mr. Howarth is the author as well as the artist of this work. 
The text is made up of a host of dialogues and jokes, all showing his charac- 
teristic humor. Puck's DOMESTIC COMEDIES will prove a never-failing 
Jountain of mirth to every one ofits lucky buyers. You will find it con- tori t d th iv “$ 
spicuously displayed in the stock of ad/ enterprising newsdealers; price 25 ae 1 anes Caneeres 6 Sp 


‘ A “te , discriminating reader. They have interest of 
cents per copy. By mail from the publishers on a Po _* , plot and are cleverly executed. Mr. C. Jay 


Taylor has supplied them with numerous char- 
acteristic and charming illustrations. The little 
book is in all ways attractively produced. We 
can recommend it with a perfectly clear con- 
science.—N. Y. Sun. 





Thirteen short stories of sentiment and humor 
are contained in Mr. H. L. Wilson's ‘Zigzag 
Tales,”” reprinted from Puck. They are good 
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GENERAL ARTHUR 
IGAR, 


ON SALE ALL OVER THE UNITED STATES. 


KERBS, WERTHEIM & SCHIFFER, 


Manufacturers, NEW YORK. 


Send 2-cent Stamp for our Latest Cigar Folder. 











JOSEPH GILLOTT’S 





STEEL PENS. 


GOLD MEDAL, Paris Exposition, 1889, 


AND THE CHICAGO EXPOSITION AWARD. | 


THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS. 





VL oA lai blend 
ow the 
best Tobacco ee pion 
-< brand regard: 
; specially for — ag 
A 2oz.trial package postpaid for 25 cents. 
MARBURG BROS, 


The American Tobacco Co, Successor 
BALTIMORE, Md. 





























A CIVIL tongue is a better protection 
for the head than a steel. helmet. — 
Ram’s Horn, 


A VALUABLE CoL- | 
LECTION OF BOOKS. | 

CuMso. — ‘l'addells 
has a very valuable 
library. 

FANGLE.— I did n't 
know that he had any | 
books to speak of. | 

Cumso.— Oh, yes! | 
He has six bank books 
which show an aggre- | 
gate credit of $65,000. 

—Detroit Free Press. 


JOHNNY. — My pa- | 
pa 's taking lessons on 
the trombone. 

osiE.—I know it; 
and my papa is taking 
lessons with a_shot- 
gun. — Yonkers States- 
man. 





A MAN spends most cians fail. 


of his time when | 


around home in won- 
dering where the wo- 
men folks have ‘‘ hid"’ 
the things he wants. 
—Atchison Globe. 








(iticura 


the great 
SKIN CURE 


Instantly Relieves 
TORTURING 


Skin Diseases 


And the most distressing forms of itching, dat, honey. 
burning, bleeding, and scaly skin, scalp, and y 
blood humors and points to a speedy cure 
when all other remedies and the 
CuTICURA WORKS WONDERS, and 
its cures of tor_uring, disfiguring, humiliating 
humors are the most wonderful on record. 


Fold throughout the world. Price, RESOLVENT, 
$1; OINTMENT, 50c.; SOAP, 25c. 
AND CHEM. Corr., Role I’rops., Boston. 

** Llow to Cure Skin and Blood Humors,” free. 





A Trial will Convince You that 


EGOLDEN SCEPTRE 





THE PROVERB IN 
CHINA. 

‘‘It isn't the coat 
that makes the man,” 
said the Chinese phi- 
losopher. 

*\No,” replied Li 
Hung Chung, sadly; 
‘it 's the yellow 
jacket.""— Washington 
Star. 


NEEDLESS FEARS. 

DINAH EBONY. — 
Aunty, de papers say 
mebby de black 
plague will come to 
dis country. 

AUNT EsBony. — 
Don't you worry ‘bout 
It won't 
show on us. — New 


York Weekly. 


t physi- 


PEOPLE who are 
always telling their 
troubles are never ata 
loss for something to 

| talk about. — Ram's 
Horn. 


PotttR Drue 









SMOKING TOBACCO. 


Is Almost Perfection. We willsend on receipt 
of 10c. a sample to any address. 
Sceptre, 1]b., $1.30 ; 4 1b., 40 cts., postage paid. 


Prices of Golden 


—— CATALOGUE FREE.—— 


2 SURBRUG, 159 Fulton Street, New York City 








It 's every sward and flower she knows ; 
She ‘ll leave it all regretting 
The hills, the woods, the brook that flows, 
It's alder edges wetting. 
The Student, 
writer, educator, 
Finds a safe exhilarator 
in Bromo-Seltzer. 





PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 12th Crop, 25 cents. 


THE LilTTLE SUMMER MAN. 

The last bright, lingering days that stay, 
Although the Summer's over, 

See Bess still straying, blithe and gay, 
Across the meadow clover. 





She 'll leave it all, loth to resign _ 
These scenes and Cousin Willy, 

Her escort all this Summer fine, 
Who 's too young to be silly. 


Pennsylvania Limited to Chicago. 

The Pennsylvania Limited is the only train 
now in service between the East and the West 
that offers all the conveniences and luxuries of a 
strictly limited express. It furnishes all the com- 
forts of a home and the conveniences of a club. 





‘*Is n'T it terrible to 
think it 's going to be 
colder still to-day ?”’ 

‘‘Does the weather 
report say so?” 

‘*T don’t know; but 
an unfailing sign is the 
ice-man bringing twice 
as much ice.” 

—I/nter-Ocean. 


GET any man full 
enough, and he can 
make a very good 
speech. 








WHERE THE RE- 
SEMBLANCE 
CAME IN. 

‘The baby is won- 

derfully like its mo- 

ther.” 
“Yes: I 

mind her just 

same."'—7ruth. 


have to 
the 


WHEN you go to 
church to pray for a 
revival, don't wear 
shoes that squeak. — 
Ram's Horn. 











—Atchison Globe. 


CARL UPMANN’S 


America’s Favorite TEN-CENT CIGAR. 


‘“Received the Highest Award for Merit and General Excellency ” — Wor!'d’s Columbian Exposition, 1893. 


BOUQUET CIGAR. 





BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


For Sale by first-class Dealers Everywhere. 








AN Ee] PB 


Best and cheapest. 1-Ib. box 25c. at dealers. Sample free. 
G. W, HOFFMAN, Mfr., 295 E, Wash. St., Indianapolis, 


UFFALO BILL’S 
WILD WEST, 





At Ambrose Park, South Brooklyn. Twice dally all Summer. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


31, 38, 35 & 37 East Houston St., Puck Bidg., | . 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE: 20 Beekman St., | NEW YORK. 
All kinds of Paper niade to order 










METAL POLISH) 





a 
= 2s 


PRIMLEY’S 


California fruit 


CHEWING GuUM. 
THE SWEETEST THING ON EARTH. 


Sweetens the breath, aids digestion, prevents 
dyspepsia. Take none but PRIMLEY'S. 
Send five outside wrappers of either California Fruit 
or Primley’s Pepsin Chewing Gum and 10 cents, and we 
will send you BEATRICE HARRADEN’S famous book 
‘* Ships that Pass in the Night.’ Write for list of 1,700 


free books. J. P. PRIMLEY, Chicago, Ill. 

















- BEFORE — ‘ 


— BUYING A= _ 
BICYCLE = 


Sanetiladinns 
Send for catalogue—free— 
GORMULLY & JEFFERY MFG. Co., 
Chicago. Boston. Washington. New York. 


= 




















Brooklyn. 





=INVESTIGATE— 
— RAMBLER = 
BICYCLES = 























HSI10d TYLAW 





The above is a fac-simile of a box of the only genuine 
HELMET brand POLISHING PASTE, Refusens worth 
less imitations, boxes with other heimetsor without our 
name. Forsale everywhere, or send three 2cent stamps 
for large sample box, by muil, to the sole agents for 
United States, Canada and Mexico. 

Adolf Gohring & Co,, 180 Pearl St., N. ¥- 


UNDOUBTEDLY TRUE 


‘*The New York and Chicago Li- 
. mited” to the New 
York Central's famous ‘' Exposition 
Flyer" between New York and Chi- 
cago, every day in the year. 


is the successor 


Leaves Grand Central Station, New 
York, at 10:30 A. M 
Arrives Lake Shore Station, Chicago, 


to-day. 


at 9:30 A. M. to-morrow, 

Leaves Lake Shore Station, Chicago, 
at 5:30 P. M. to-day. 

Arrivés Grand, Central Station, New 
York, at 6:30 P. M. to-morrow, 


This is the most comfortable and 
most interesting thousand “mile rail- 
road ride in the world, as it is over 
the great Four- Track Trunk Line of 
the United States, through the beauti- 
ful Mohawk Valley, and along the his- 


toric Hudson River, — via 


“AMERICA’S GREATEST RAILROAD.” 


THE Boston girl, like the delicious water- 


melon, has a cold heart.— Yonkers Statesman. 
ELYS CREAM BALM CuRES coh 
NONI eg 


PRICE SOCENTS, ALL DRUGGISTS ES 




















LoweEnsTEIN.— S’ hellup me gracious, mein fren’t! Gome in 
undt see vot I sells you for noddings. 








P° Trust 








GREAT 
FIRE cus 





“You don’d haf to puy dose glose. Schoost dry dem on 
vonce, undt see how dey looks.” 








¥O Rust | 
GREAT 
FIRE sae 


Uncite Oatcake.— Yes, they look great ; but I don’t need 
no new suit. Them old duds is good enough for me. 





Uncce OatcaKe.— Why, Gol darn it! All my money’s in 
them ’ere clothes !--You go that way and I’ll go this, and see 
if we can’t catch the thief. 


**Vot! Scrap iron? Oh, mein persecuted race!” 


COPYMONT, S006, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZWANN 


OUT-HERODING 





LowEnsTEIN.— Tief! Tief! Fadder Abraham! You haf to 
puy dot suit of glothes now. You gan’t go out in dot street * 
naked. Some tief has stole your glothes. 





Lowenstein.— Ha! Ha! Ha! Dot bocket-pook looks like 
he schoost soldt a drofe of gattle. Gome pack to der store, 
Ikey, and ve goundt it out! 








Unc.e Oatcake.— It’s good that store was so near the ferry, 
and thy boat leaves in two minutes, The folks won’t know me 
when I git home. 


HEROD. 





